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LETTER FROM THE EDITOR 


The passage of time is unbelievably elusive, isn’t it? It 
rips through the leaves in the trees and tousles our hair, 
blowing us through the minutes, days, weeks, months, 
and years. Before we knew it, we arrived at the end of an 
eventful decade and it feels like none of it happened. Yet 
we can take in memes, movies, songs, artworks and oth- 
er memorabilia that throw us back to specific plots of 
time. We preserve both pockets of a forgotten paradise 
and embarrassing memories that tease about our imma- 
turity and failings as people like bookmarks in a novel. 


Growth inevitably culminates in as many negative emotions 
as positive ones. They call them growing pains for a reason. 
We struggle to fit in with old standards and are unsure of pro- 
posing new ones. We trip over our feet, our voices crack, we 
make bad jokes, we hurt the people around us (intentionally 
or not). Then, surely, we are comforted by the resemblance 
we bear to the young and confused versions of ourselves 
immortalized in our photos and in the media we consume. 
Yes, we make mistakes, and we recoil at the sight of them. 
But we can laugh at ourselves as much as we cringe. We can 
straighten our backs and beam with pride at our progress. 


This semester, our magazine grapples with the speed of time 
and its spoils. From personal anecdotes to popular culture, 
from anime crushes to bad fanfiction, we laugh at it all. I 
hope the brief journey through our staff and contributors’ 
minds and blasts from the past prompt you to laugh, too. 


Diary 

ofa 

Light-Skinned 
Puerto Rican 


By Cassandra Rosario 


C 


Since | can exist in 
these spaces more 


Many people assume that to be Puerto 
Rican, you have to fit some stereotypi- 
cal image in their head. All of my life, 
I have heard the microaggressions. I 
can vividly remember a classmate ap- 
proaching me as a child and telling me 
that I couldn’t be Puerto Rican. I can 
still remember the feeling of betrayal 
I felt from friends constantly telling 
me they forgot I wasn’t white--notions 
of them not meaning their blatantly 
racist jokes and slander. I always recall telling 
my freshman RA that I am Puerto Rican and 
her introducing me as half Puerto Rican to her 
friends and family. When I was young, I would 
try to brush off the negative comments. I would 
tell myself that people didnt know better. Even 
when I would try to correct people, there would 
still be a fight to prove my Puerto Ricanness. As 
if my identity is something that can or should 
be defined by their biased, self-imposed defini- 
tion of what it means to identify as Puerto Rican. 


Much like America, Puerto Rico has a long and 
rich history that extends far beyond Christo- 
pher Columbus’s arrival in 1493. The land was 
originally populated by indigenous people, the 
Tainos. These individuals lived here peacefully 
for many years until it was fought over a num- 
ber of countries. The French, Dutch, and British 
made many attempts to overtake the island. How- 
ever, it eventually had Spanish possession until 
the late 1800s. Many of the original Tainos were 
displaced or forced into assimilation. Means of as- 
similation meant that a Creole Hispanic culture 
and language were born, combining indigenous, 
African, and European cultures on the island. 
This acted as the beginning of a long and inter- 
twined history and culture that produces the ar- 
ray of characteristics and features that encompass 
Puerto Ricans today--the array that encompasses 
me and my community--a community that should 
not make me or anyone else less Puerto Rican. 


easily, ( 
| need to give a 
voice to prejudices 
and injustices to 
others. 


know that 


Taking this into account, 1 completely recognize 
the privileges afforded to me because I “pass.” 
However, this privilege means that I can contin- 
ue to fight and speak up for POC who may not 
be able to “pass.” Thus, I actively try to use my 
“white passing” privilege to speak up for those 
who may not have those some privileges. Since 
I can exist in these spaces more easily, I know 
that I need to give a voice to prejudices and in- 
justices to others. I need to try to educate others 
in a way that advocates for a more inclusive so- 
ciety. Thus, this is exactly what I aim to do on 
a daily basis. It is what I will continue to do. I 
will continue being an activist and an advocate 
because no one should face the horrors and in- 
justices one often faces for simply being them. 


If we want to enact change, we need to educate. 
Education is the first step in bridging understand- 
ing and action. Our words and our actions have 
power. We need to remember that. In remember- 
ing this, we need to speak up and do more for our 
communities and those in other oppressed com- 
munities. We need to use our power for good--not 
evil. We have the power to enact change. We have 
the power to raise awareness for oppressed per- 
spectives. In that power, we need to continue to 
do more. While this racial prejudice and injustice 
cannot change overnight, we need to plant seeds. 
We need to plant seeds in the garden of redemp- 
tion. In planting these seeds, more people can grow 
into more progressive and informed individuals. 
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By Sophia Higgins 


A few weeks ago my Twitter feed was full of people 
tweeting quite passionately about how the Ama- 
zon rainforest was burning. Now, of course, there 
are new issues to be angry about, and it seems 
for the moment that the rainforest has enjoyed 
the spotlight, but its death is no longer imme- 
diately pressing to social media users. At the 
time, 1 had done some research, and it turned 
out its not just the Amazon that's burning, but 
also African savannahs and regions across the 
Arctic. This seemed like knowledge that should 
be fairly common, and talked about for longer 
than just a passing week on Twitter, but unfor- 
tunately yet unsurprisingly, people's range of 
empathy and concern seem to be limited to what 
they can see in their own immediate moment. 


So if you, like most, and even me aren't always 
reading, and if you are often preoccupied with 
your own experience of life, then here are the 
facts. Arctic regions are warming at double the 
pace of the rest of the planet. Fires have burned 
six million acres in Siberia, and 2.5 million in 
Alaska. We think the Amazon is our lungs but 
underestimate the vital importance of these Arc- 


st Fires 


tic, seemingly desolate, areas of our planet which 
contribute to the continued existence of our en- 
vironment as we know it. In the Arctic, peat is 
burning, which releases even more carbon di- 
oxide into our atmosphere than the burning of 
trees. Peat fires used to be rare because their 
climate was more moisturized, but not anymore. 
We're in a vicious circle where climate change 
contributes to our massive forest fires and these 
fires worsen climate change, and we can't forget 
our role in the cycle. We destroy the Amazon on 
purpose in Brazil to grow soy or to graze cattle, 
and we set fires that intensify until they are out of 
our control because of the changes in our climate. 
We contribute to deforestation to make political 
moves, and enjoy luxuries that would vanish with- 
out these forests. But we are all so trapped in what 
we see in our day to day existence that we can't re- 
member to think about the things outside of that 
bubble. It doesn't matter who actually sets the fires 


because we all contribute in some shape or form. 


This year Alaska reached 90 degrees while years 
before temperatures didn't stray far above 75. Arc- 
tic wildfires produced 42 megatons of carbon diox- 
ide within the first 18 days of August. The Amazon 
burning in Brazil was deemed an “International 
Crisis.” And still, time rolls on, and we all move onto 
the next big thing. Meanwhile, the cycle continues. 


By Sam Berkley 


C 


Tyler, The Creator Fans 


d 


What can be said about Tyler, The Creator fans 
that hasn’t already been said? Try: “They booed 
Drake off the Camp Flog Gnaw stage after one 
song.” Yeah, that really actually happened in 
real life. While I understand that Drake may 
not be a Tyler fan’s cup of tea and that Drake 
actually has a ton of haters, its a new level of 
absurd to boo arguably the most popular art- 
ist on earth off stage at a music festival in the 
middle of him giving a surprise performance. 


Tyler announced the stacked lineup for his an- 
nual festival in California in August, which con- 
sisted of Brockhampton, Solange, Earl Sweat- 
shirt, Blood Orange, 21 Savage and many more, 
including a mystery guest only labeled as “???”. 
Perhaps this loaded set is what convinced many 
Tyler fans that the mystery performer was go- 
ing to be Frank Ocean. Because like the enti- 
tled, “quirky” kids they usually tend to be, they 
overlooked some very obvious things about the 
scenario, and this is where the issue begins. 


Frank Ocean performed his first US concert in 
2017. You read that correctly, 2017. The historical- 
ly introverted singer who had been releasing mu- 
sic (very sporadically, I might add) for five whole 
years, performed in the US for the first time in 
2017. So assuming that probably the single most 
elusive artist of our time is going to be a head- 
lining act at any festival where he isn’t explicitly 
named in the lineup is ludicrous to say the least. 
The issue was only worsened when these kids 
were gifted with a surprise performance of “Feel 
No Ways," one of Drake’s LEAST cringey songs, 
and they responded overwhelmingly with boos. 


Now while it is admittedly hilarious to see Drake 
actually get booed off a festival stage, it is also 
a glowing indictment of some of Tyler’s fanbase. 
Tyler himself booked Drake to perform “Feel No 
Ways” specifically, and the videos of Tyler enjoying 
the performance are genuinely heartwarming. But 
instead of allowing him to enjoy probably one of 
the cooler moments of his life, his very own fans 
felt it was more important to disrespect both Tyler 
and Drake by showing their dismay for the fact that 
they missed out on a Frank Ocean performance 
that literally no one ever said was going to happen. 


Don’t get me wrong, Pd looooove to see Frank 
Ocean live at some point in my life. But if it was 
never promised, and instead Drake came out to 
close out the festival by playing “Feel No Ways," Pd 
lose my god damn mind. But no, the sect of Tyler’s 
fans that look like mannequins decked out solely 
in Zumiez merchandise who only listen to Tyler 
and The Internet felt so disrespected by Drake’s 
presence that they booed him off the stage entirely. 


So while Tyler, The Creator fans suck for a 
multitude of other reasons, they only dent- 
ed their reputation further by booing Drake, 
who was performing for Tyler as a literal gift, 
off the Flog Gnaw stage. Get over yourselves. 
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Ice Skate 
Egypt: 
Creating 
Something 
from Nothing 


By Jamie 
White 


The sport of figure skating is widely enjoyed 
here in the United States. People of all ages flock 
to Rockefeller Center and Bryant Park in the 
winter, and the sport is one of the most watched 
of the Winter Olympics. However, what many in 
the United States consider to be an annual tra- 
dition is a novelty in a country such as Egypt. 


This past July, Egypt held its first-ever national 
figure skating championship at SunCity Mall in 
Cairo, Egypt. The event was organized by Ice Skate 
Egypt, which was founded in 2017 to become the 
legal and official body representing figure skating 
in Egypt. Speaking of the challenges the sport faces 
in a desert country, Ice Skate Egypt’s founder Heba 
Guirguis says, “Egyptians don’t realize figure skat- 
ing as a sport...[we are introducing] the first winter 
sport to Egypt.” It is a unique environmental and 
cultural challenge that Guirguis and others of the 
Ice Skate Egypt team are working to overcome. 


Of the Egyptian culture, Guirguis says, “Egyp- 
tians appreciate everything beautiful and origi- 
nal.” Of skating, she notes that, “Not only is it 
a sport, but it is also an art, a performance to be 
enjoyed,” and feels that it is for this reason that 
figure skating will soon be endeared to the wider 
Egyptian community. Skaters in competition re- 
ceive scores for not just jump and spin elements, 
but also on the performance of the program, inter- 
pretation of the music, and even on their costume 
pieces. As much as it requires physical ability, 
figure skating is an intensely demanding sport 
in the way of creativity and personal expression. 


While skaters displayed their individual talents in 
competition, it was really at the Skate the World 
show that one could see how powerful figure skat- 
ing can truly be. Skaters - all Egyptian in na- 
tionality but hailing from nations such as the 
UAE, Oman, and Kuwait - performed to music 
from around the world, often incorporating tradi- 
tional dance elements and costume pieces of the 
culture they were representing. For the grand fi- 
nale, the cast skated together to a popular patri- 


otic Egyptian song sung in Arabic. Skater Bahira 
Mantawi commented, “I thought it would be very 
interesting to bring Egyptian culture in with skat- 
ing to show people how it is related. Skating to 
Arabic music in my home city was really good.” 


Sitting rink-side in the early mornings or at lunch 
breaks, one could hear skaters swapping stories 
about the kind of schools they attend, and laughing 
at how their Arabic sounded different depending 
on where they were from. The rink was not only 
a place of convergence for skating skills, but also 
of cultures. Skating transcended it all - no matter 
where they came from or which dialect they spoke, 
they could all find commonality in love for the ice. 


Ice Skate Egypt is nurturing a novel athletic and 
artistic outlet for people in Egypt. It is expand- 
ing the repertoire of sports that people of all ages 
can participate in, and introducing new means 
of creative expression. “It has sparked a new 
interest among the Egyptian people...it allows 
Egyptians to see sport from a different perspec- 
tive and it is much appreciated,” says Guirguis. 
The organization is working to create a coaching 
community in Egypt and to promote and educate 
the general population about the sport. It is cur- 
rently in the process of applying for membership 
into the International Skating Union, so that 
Egyptian skaters can participate in international 
competition, and eventually the Winter Olym- 
pics. In the meantime, Ice Skate Egypt will con- 
tinue to work to train skaters and coaches, and 
to introduce Egypt to the sport of figure skat- 
ing. You can follow their journey on Instagram 
@iceskateegypt and Facebook @IceSkateEgypt. 
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As a senior, my classes have been more challeng- 
ing and thought-provoking than they ever have 
been. I find myself in debates with my teach- 
ers and I genuinely enjoy an argument built 
upon solid thought, even if it ends with me los- 
ing. However, I recently had a teacher argue 
that there’s musicality to Guitar Hero: so much 
musicality that it can be compared to playing 
an instrument. This bothered me to the core. 


I’m sure all of you are familiar with the game. 
Dots come flying at the player at different speeds, 
depending on difficulty, and a player’s score is de- 
termined by how many of those notes you correct- 
ly hit. If you ever chose to look up people going for 
records on Guitar Hero, it’s incredibly impressive. 
Players’ fingers fly across the colored buttons at 
speeds that can only be the result of years of practice. 
Her argument was simple. Players have to hit 
notes to the rhythm of the song, so they’re ex- 
ercising a part of their mind that is associated 
with musicality. People also tend to get really 
into it both physically and mentally. If you watch 
someone play, it’s not uncommon for them to 
move just like a guitar player. They might start 
standing and bobbing their heads. From a dis- 
tance, it might even look like they’re playing one. 


I agree with and understand the performance 
aspect of Guitar Hero. Pm not arguing that there 
is no musicality involved with playing the 
game. But I am arguing that to compare play- 
ing Guitar Hero to playing an actual guitar, or 


any instrument for that matter is unreasonable. 


There’s no freedom or expression for the player in 
Guitar Hero. The act of making music or produc- 
ing sound is expressive within itself. If you close 
your eyes and listen to two different people play, 


A&E 


Guitar Hero 


By Caelan Sujet 


you couldn’t tell them apart. But individuals like Bob 
Bernotas, a published jazz journalist and host of sev- 
eral radio shows for WNTI, can tell you who’s solo- 
ing after listening to just 20 seconds of a jazz track. 


Playing an instrument naturally has an element of 
style incorporated into it. There is a unique way in 
which every individual will choose to play an instru- 
ment. What separates playing an instrument versus 
Guitar Hero, is the simple fact that Guitar Hero re- 
strains the player from developing a style. Instead, 
a player merely imitates what’s already been created. 


You’re losing 


the possibility 
for any aspect 


of style. 


It's this element of style that attracts us to music. 
It’s the musician’s creativity that allows us to feel 
like we have escaped to somewhere distant yet com- 
fortable. If all music was the same, no one would 
ever listen to it. We have favorite singers and fa- 
vorite guitarists for a reason. There’s something 
unique about all of them that we can resonate with. 


These artists and composers can evoke emotions in 
people by playing ominous ballads or upbeat riffs. And 
while you can do that on Guitar Hero, you’re losing the 
possibility for any aspect of style. And without style, 
you are losing the creative aspect of music that gives 
songs their appeal and flare. So while a college educa- 
tion may be wonderful, some teachers still don’t get it. 
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Normativity and Intentionalism 


Should we separate the art from the artist? 


By Steven Hernandez 
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In the #MeToo era, a certain question gets tossed 
around a lot: “can you separate the art from 
the artist?” The artists in question are grave- 
ly immoral people (or, rather, people who have 
done gravely immoral things) who make what 
is considered to be good or great art: Michael 
Jackson's Thriller, Bill Cosby's The Cosby Show, or 
Kevin Spacey in American Beauty. VI take it for 
granted that we're all aware of what the three 
men above have done, or are accused of doing. 


The question is phrased as "Can you separate?" 
Plenty of people (though not all) seem capable 
of watching, listening, reading, without think- 
ing of the work as immoral simply in virtue of 
its originator. The question Pd like to ask is 
"Should we separate the art from the artist?" In 
some cases, it seems like the answer is Yes. In 
others, it is No. Ill talk about two of the cases 
I mentioned above, American Beauty and Thriller, 


Art by Izilda Jorge 


Let's assume the following two points: American 
Beauty is a great, massively important film; Thriller 
is a great, massively important album. Let's also 
assume that if you like these two products, you 
will do the following two things: you will tell your 
friends, acquaintances, and those whom you end up 
in a discussion with, about how good the art prod- 
ucts are. You will also have purchased Thriller and 
American Beauty either physically or digitally (or you 
stream it on some music/film streaming service). 


Unfortunately, the majority of art is not accessi- 
ble for free. By purchasing or streaming Thriller 
and American Beauty, you are putting money into 
the pockets of people who have done immoral 
things. Many would say that this is unacceptable. 
Pd like to claim that it is in the case of Thrill- 
er, but it is not in the case of American Beauty. 


y 
A 


Y) 


/ 


There is an asymmetry in the two cases because 


of the notion of authorship. Michael Jackson is 
the primary author of Thriller, while Kevin Spacey 
is a mere contributor to American Beauty. Suppose 
the film were exactly the same, but Kevin Spacey 
were replaced by some atrocious, unknown actor. 
The film would likely still be considered a master- 
piece, but with a very badly performed main role. 
Or even better, consider the film with an actor just 
as good as Spacey, but just someone who is not him. 
The film would not be altered at all in its artistic 
worth. The same could not be said of Michael Jack- 
son. If he had performed badly the entirety of the 
work of Thriller would be worse, if not much worse. 


So maybe this is what we should do: we ought 
not “separate the art from the artist” according 
to the degree in which the artist (in his voice, 
written words, or body) is either the sole cre- 
ator, or is physically embodied in the part of 


the art that makes it good art. Exactly what is 
that degree? This is a much harder question. 
However, this idea is connected to an important 
aspect of virtue ethics: ought we to label a per- 
son as evil, or irredeemably so, simply because 
they have done something, some set of things, 
that are severely wrong? This isn't a question 
that is solvable in the space I have here. None- 
theless, it is necessary to address in a com- 
prehensive account of the issue of separation. 


To the extent that a person is considered bad or 
good, related to how important they are in conceiv- 
ing of the artistic work of which they are a part, we 
have reason to not separate them from the art. It is 
also worth wondering if we ever ought to judge the 
artwork as “bad” art because of the artist, and ifa 
certain artwork is “good” enough, whether any eth- 
ical reason could ever disqualify its artistic value. 
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The Sentence. 
By Faith Franzonia 


A thoughtfully crafted sentence causes me to 
float a bit higher than the rest. I find the books 
I love most are those littered with hundreds 
of underlined sentences and a coded system of 
dots, double-underlines, and exclamation points. 


I want a sentence to hit me like a sack of 
bricks. I want to feel like I’ve approached a 
cliff, been pushed off, and then caught and 
flown back to the edge to peer over once again. 


The best sentences often say things we are afraid 
to say, but feel to be true. Sometimes they’re 
overly fruity, romantic, rambling. Sometimes 
they're cold and concise. Sometimes they make 
little to no sense and are all the better for it. All 
in all, good sentences lift us to a high pitch of 
feeling, reminding us what it is to be human. 
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“No writer can tell the truth 
about people — which is that 
they are much more interest- 


“It may seem strange, in 
a general way, that such 
trifles should bother me 


but, per contra, is not every 
writer precisely a person 


who bothers about trifles?” 


The Passenger 
Vladimir Nabokov. 


“Life, although it may 
only be an accumulation 


of anguish, is dear to me, 
and I will defend it.” 


Frankenstein 
Mary Shelley 


“She left me the way peo- 


ple leave a hotel room.” 
The Bluest Eye 


Toni Morrison 


“When it is truly time, and 
if you have been chosen, 

it will do it by itself and it 
will keep on doing it until 
you die or it dies within 
you.” 


So, you want to be a writer? 
Charles Bukowski 


“There are years that ask 
questions and years that 


answer.” 
Their Eyes Were Watching God 
Zora Neale Hurston 


“Genuine beauty is always 


quite alarming.” 
The Secret History 
Donna Tartt 


ing than any characters” 
Fear of Flying 
Erica Jong 


“For there is only misfortune 


in not being loved; there is 
misery in not loving.” 
Summer 

Albert Camus 


“You must from now on, 
be more than one, many 
people, as many as you can 


think of...” 


The Diary of Anais Nin, 1939-1944 


"But when the strong 
were too weak to hurt the 
weak, the weak had to be 


strong enough to leave." 
The Unbearable Lightness of Being 
Milan Kundera 


“The creator, the artist, 
the extraordinary man, is 
merely the ordinary man 
intensified: a person whose 
life is sometimes lifted to 
a high pitch of feeling and 
who has the gift of making 
others share in his excite- 


ment” 
Robert Frost: The Man and the Poet 
Louis Untermeyer 
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. CRINGE 


Politicians Aren't Relatable. 


My name is Ivy and I am a nineteen-year-old col- 
lege student. My life revolves around filling up my 
water bottle, forgetting my student ID, refreshing 
my email, and debating on whether or not I can 
run to Scott Hall from the student center faster 
than the bus driver can take a break and drive to 
Scott Hall. There is no one I relate more to than 


millionaire politicians who are three times my age. 


Pm joking. No one relates to millionaire politi- 
cians but millionaire politicians. So why do they 
insist on trying to be funny and relatable to young- 
er crowds? It's cringy. I’m going to be discussing 
some of these goofball politicians’ iconic moments. 


The election in 2020 is going to be intense. America 
has never been more divided. Democrats and Re- 
publicans can’t seem to agree on anything! When 
life gets stressful, Elizabeth Warren suggests crack- 
ing open a cold one. On New Years Eve, Elizabeth 
Warren went live on Instagram with her husband. 
She’s just like us! She drinks beer, she uses Insta- 
gram, she... is running for president. Relatable. 


But Elizabeth Warren isn’t the only lady who knows 
how to vibe out. Hillary Clinton can also be chill 
when need be. She famously posted a Snapchat of 
the camera way too close to her face of her awk- 
wardly saying, “I’m just chillin’ in Cedar Rapids.” 


By Ivy Davis 


Another notable cringy politician is Ajit Pai. A 
while ago he was super public about wanting to end 
net neutrality, which would cause the government 
to be able to treat certain websites differently. The 
average user would have to spend money to use the 
internet. And we'd have a lot more advertisements. 
Ending net neutrality would really suck, which is 
why a lot of people were pissed at Ajit Pai. He 
clearly doesn't know his internet: the man upload- 
ed a harlem shake video in 2017! He even said, in 
the same year, “Do you even English, bro?” Yikes! 


Obviously, politicians mean no harm with their 
embarrassing jokes and “relatable” humor. Howev- 
er, it’s frustrating when politicians feel as though 
they have to be “cool” to win our support. It comes 
off as very condescending. While I love a cold one, 
I think they are underestimating the intelligence 
of young voters in quite an obnoxious way. The 
best thing we can do as the millennials and Gen Z 
of America is stay educated and avoid politician ad- 
ditions of Jimmy Kimmel’s Mean Tweets segment. 
To close out this article, I’d like to quote Jeb Bush 
at the end of one of his own speeches. “Please clap.” 
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WINE O'CLOCK 


inge culture is scary. As someone who 
is 5-10% id on a particularly gluttonous day, there 
is something about succumbing to impulses that 
spurns the very essence of my being. All jokes 
aside, binging scares me for the very reason it's 
appealing: unrestricted, unfiltered consumption 
that embodies both avarice and indolence. Now 
there's nothing wrong with indulging every now 
and then. However, the particular sort of bing- 
ing I’m addressing is wine-culture, familiar to 
all the wine moms and vodka aunts out there. 


To be clear, wine moms do not strictly consume 
wine, they may binge any alcohol of choice. The 
‘wine mom” culture has developed an idolized 
presence on social media (and in recent television, 
films, etc). A particular lifestyle surrounded these 
wine moms. Karen carpooled her seven kids to 
soccer, fought the cashier at K-mart, bought some 
organic peanut butter at Whole Foods, all in time 
to get home to cook for her husband (who we lik- 
en to Karen’s eighth kid). We've all had a laugh at 
these memes as they’ve circulated. Making light of 
the stresses of parenting, the whole “mom needs 
wine to get through the day” gag transcended 
social media and spread to coffee mugs, t-shirts, 
and all sorts of novelties you’d find in any store. 


Since wine mom culture became commonplace 
in mainstream culture, such coping mechanisms 
become normalized (to some extent). This is 
an issue, as mothers are a particularly vulnera- 
ble group who suffer from anxiety or depression 
(sometimes, comorbid instances of the two). It 
used to be the case that men drink more than 


By IJ 


women, but because it is becoming socially accept- 
able for women to drink, this gap is narrowing. 
The last thing this demographic needs is a gradual 
socialization that encourages drinking as a viable, 
acceptable alternative to real sustainable help. 


"Karen carpooled her seven 
kids to soccer, fought the ca- 
shier at K-mart, bought some 
organic peanut butter at Whole 
Foods, all in time to get home 
to cook for her husband..." 


Now, I’m not saying that every mother is at risk for 
developing substance abuse issues by the presence 
of wine-mom culture. That would be making the 
assumption that people are wholly determined by 
the inputs of their environment, as if there are not 
several mediating factors that prevent such depen- 
dencies from taking place. But, it is undeniable 
that people build their schemas of social norms 
through the media they consume. If media tends 
to glamorize, represent, or adhere to a particular 
type of behavior for this group, then that behav- 
ior is more likely than not to be performed by 
that target group. Especially if we live in a culture 
that normalizes binge drinking as coping mecha- 
nisms for motherhood, rather than emphasizing 
proper avenues for recovery or mental health re- 
sources for the very mentality that leads its mem- 
bers to depend on substances to make it through 
the day. For these reasons, it is clear that ‘wine 


mom culture’ is pernicious, and above all, cringey. 
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Middle school marks a period in the average 
kid’s life where we make perhaps our most ubiq- 
uitous memories. And seeing how the human 
brain works, that small window of adolescence 
is prime time for us to be on our most foolish 
behavior. And that’s growing up, honestly. You 
follow the trends and wear wacky clothes and 
hairstyles, and so on and so forth. Peak cringe. 
Which is why I prefer not to dig up the ghosts of 
ten years’ past. However, when an interest from 
that era in my life resurfaced, I dove in head- 
first without a regret because I guess eleven-year- 
old me had taste. Yes, Pm talking about anime. 


It’s my belief that liking subcultural media is 
totally fine. Liking anime, obscure video games, 
Doctor Who, or whatever we consider cringy now- 
adays is not inherently embarrassing at all. It’s just 
that people who like those things intensely don’t 


Sasuke... 


know how to act. Case in point: middle school me. 
When I discovered manga and anime at the New 
Brunswick Public Library, I was so enthralled by 
the beautiful art style and the fantastical plots. Of 
course, this translated to an obsession when my 
family finally got cable and I could watch the an- 
ime of books I loved on precious old crunchyroll. 
com. Bleach, Dragon Ball, Shugo Chara!; shounen and 
shoujo alike, I would watch it. But the anime to 
surpass them all was Naruto (until I watched Hunt- 
er x Hunter, but that’s a story for another time). 


Naruto’s cultural impact is nothing short of tre- 
mendous. Point to a kid who’s watched Naruto 
who doesn’t know how to do the hand seals. My 
friends and I would excitedly discuss who was 
the strongest ninja, exchange drawings of our 
favorite characters, and act out the fights at re- 
cess. Frankly speaking, Naruto’s writing, charac- 


ter and story development, and animation are all 
lacking to the point that 1 struggle to watch it at 
times. However, I can always rely on the power of 
friendship and Naruto's drive to become the stron- 
gest shinobi to carry me through every episode. 


For all the flaws in its production, many of Naru- 
to’s stylistic choices set precedent for manga and 
anime to come. Few shows’ characters had Naruto 
and Sasuke’s range when it comes to chemistry, 
though. A friendship both challenged and en- 
forced by rivalry becomes the center of Naruto’s 
universe when Sasuke leaves Hidden Leaf Village 
to join the devious ninja Orochimaru. “Sasuke...” 
is probably Naruto’s most spoken line, and the 
most urgent thought in his grind to the top. Con- 
frontations about his best friend’s state of mind 
and insecurity are the source of tender moments 
like Naruto wistfully whispering Sasuke’s name 
under a starry sky. For a show that focuses on 
the importance of teamwork and depending on 
others, Naruto also does well in exploring the 
pain of falling out with a friend. Unfortunately, 
looking back, I found innumerable faults in Sa- 
suke’s character and his relationships with others. 


As a preteen watching Naruto, I thought Sasuke 
was the coolest thing ever. He was aloof and 
smart, and he was an excellent ninja, and he has 
magic eyeballs! He was, in a word, edgy (cringe!). 
I actually developed a crush (ugh!) on his older 
brother, the absolute edgelord Itachi, who too 
had magic eyeballs but thought that killing his 
whole clan except Sasuke was being a good broth- 
er. Of course, the good intentions of it all were 
buried deep for us to unravel hundreds of epi- 
sodes into Shippuden, but the characters’ problem- 
atic behavior is so much more apparent to adult 
me. While I applaud Sasuke for defecting from a 
military state with the worst welfare system possi- 
bly ever (the Third Hokage really let a minor live 


alone in a vacant town where his whole family 
was murdered and thought he’d turn out okay), 
his arrogance and negative character traits are 
difficult to digest. Sure, he’s gone through trau- 
mas that warped his sense of trust and family. 
But, as we know, internal pain does not justify 
mistreating and abandoning the people we hold 
dear. This includes his poor treatment of Saku- 
ra throughout the series, contributing to the 
show’s poor depiction and treatment of women. 


Perhaps Sasuke 
getting kicked 
down a notch on 
the Internet is 
him getting his 
just desserts for 
his war crimes. 


Like every person and character in this world, 
Sasuke is not without his faults. That’s why I 
can appreciate him but still enjoy memes about 
Rock Lee thrashing Sasuke at the Chunin ex- 
ams, or the viral choking Sasuke meme when 
it comes on my Twitter feed. Perhaps Sasuke 
getting kicked down a notch on the Internet is 
him getting his just desserts for his war crimes. 
He is similarly offered a chance to express re- 
morse for falling prey to his darker emotions in 
the Naruto series as well. If there’s an antidote 
to cringe, it’s reflecting on the past and being 
able to make light of it. And we love to see it. 
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Self-Insert Fan Fiction 
By Jacqueline Goldblatt 


Self-insert fanfiction is a good idea on paper, that 
much I can say. Everyone has dreamt of entering 
their favorite story at some point. I mean, who 
wouldn’t want to go on incredible adventures? 
Who doesn’t dream of exploring foreign lands 
and meeting your favorite characters? That’s got 
to be the cherry on top. Except when you write 
down your dreams of wanting to pop your cherry 
with your favorite character who IS on top...that’s 
when things get a bit iffy. 


The vast majority of self-in- 
sert fanfiction that I have 
found is pretty cringe-wor- 
thy, and probably not why 
you think it might be. Con- 
trary to popular belief, I’m 
not against inserting oneself 
into a narrative. Plenty of , 
good stuff has been created first. 

using this method. Don't be- 

lieve me? Look at the sud- 

den appearance of the omniscient writer in I am 
The Messenger by Markus Zusak, H.P Lovecraft's 
recurring character and author avatar Randolph 
Carter, or Stan Lee's cameos in the Marvel Cin- 
ematic Universe. Heck, Dante engaged in this 
technique when he wrote a story about gallivant- 
ing through the nine circles and spheres of Hell 
and Heaven with his idol Virgil, and we still study 
The Divine Comedy to this day! What makes most 
self-insert fanfiction an exercise in keeping your- 
self from screaming is the fact that many writers 
are young, inexperienced, and often have no frame 
of reference for what X-rated escapades they are 
allowing to dance across their computer screens. 
Too often have I clicked on a fic, expecting to find 


Express that 
creativity. Get 
down with your 
bad self. Just do 
some research 


an interesting plot with witty dialogue and cool 
action scenes, only to immediately be sucked into 
a story with dozens of sexual scenarios that makes 
no anatomical sense at all and are riddled with 
spelling and grammatical errors. AND I CAN'T 
LOOK AWAY. It’s a trainwreck, and I’m glued to 
my seat, forced to read and regret it. Fantasy is a 
genre, yes, but there are limits. I mean, certain 
parts of the body just...don’t do that! You have a 
spine, I don’t think bending 
in that way is exactly natu- 
ral! Refractory periods are a 
thing! Not to mention regular 
periods at the end of sentenc- 
es! And please, for the love 
of all that is holy, use spell 
check! Already there are acts 
being described that verge on 
eldritch horror, so I shouldn’t 
have to use a #$@ing decod- 
er ring to figure out what 
appendage is going into what 
orifice! I could have done without the orifices, 
really! Ahem. Sorry. I just...get really bad memo- 
ries when I remember some of the stuff I’ve read. 


Moving on, let me just say this. Writers of self-in- 
sert fanfiction, I am in your corner. Do what you 
want to do. Express that creativity. Get down with 
your bad self. Just do some research first. Make 
sure everything is spelled and structured correctly. 
Maybe get a beta reader to edit for you. You are 
already planning on putting your work out in the 
open, so don’t feel embarrassed. Finally, if you 
are getting explicit, make sure you at least know 
the basic mechanics of making whoopee. Don’t 
assume that sex is just “Insert Tab A into Slot B.” 
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ervention for 
'Ok Boomer' 


By Zachary Kauz 


At the risk of invoking dated technology, the spread 
of an online phenomenon from platform-to-plat- 
form hardly differs from a game of telephone. 
Pithy statements are instituted to define a cul- 
tural moment, but are just as soon scrubbed of 
all context as circulation enters the individual's 
control. Where slang was once generational, the 
internet (currently in its prime of interconnec- 
tivity) has provided equal grounds for the access 
of information. Yet broader context still escapes. 


The internet 
moves on. 


It can be tough to fathom that r/ChapoTrapHouse 
and the gradually aging Facebook user base use 
the same language, let alone the same memes in 
the same sweeping conversation. Across such a 
widespread battleground, the images and turns- 
of-phrase wrought by the internet are often de- 
faced by the internet too. The poor plight of Pepe 
the Frog saw its originator disown the character 
as his innocuous relatability quickly turned to 
a polar extreme. The inexplicable appropriation 
of Pepe by far-right internet forums was out of 
any individual's control, the creator's includ- 
ed. To the opposite effect, an apolitical compla- 
cency is threatening to submerge the once im- 
passioned “OK Boomer” into playful neutrality. 


A core nuance of “OK Boomer” framing the des- 
ignation as a mindset rather than a mere age 
group has quickly been bypassed. The retort’s 
trajectory only truly skyrocketed as a byproduct 
of staunchly leftist ideals. A gradual youth-driv- 
en push towards more liberal politics and the 
deflection of scrutiny from the old guard. At the 
beginning, the coining of “OK Boomer” was in- 
herently political. But on a platform as elaborate 
and tumultuous as the internet, inherent mean- 
ing is lost. There’s a grand but superficial irony 
in the two most leftist presidential candidates 
(Bernie Sanders and Elizabeth Warren in a dis- 
tant second place) being two of the oldest on-stage. 


As expected, those who have just caught on to the 
strange wildfire fame of “OK Boomer” have missed 
the forest for the trees. The sentiment is no longer 
targeted at outdated ideals so much as it has become 
an age-driven generalization. The core of “OK 
Boomer”’s meaning has been hollowed out, form- 
ing the foundation for willfully shallow observa- 
tions to turn its definition inward. Boomer-friend- 
ly candidate Pete Buttigieg deploys it against 
Elizabeth Warren in political cartoons. Proud 
Trump protege Matt Gaetz smugly lobs it at fellow 
Republicans. Any undertones of protest found in 
the phrase are long spent. The internet moves on. 
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JPEGMAFIA is Crir 


By Sam Berkley 


Baltimore rapper JPEGMAFIA, or “Peggy” as he is 
known by his fans, is an enigma to say the very least. 
It's almost impossible to describe him because he 
encompasses so many things both as a person and 
in his music, including being occasionally cringey 
as fuck. His music is never cringey, but his take 
on music critics most certainly is. He frequently 
launches into tirades about them both on Twit- 
ter and on his shows, and he does not hold back. 


Some of his anti-critic tweets include: “Why is 
every music journalist a turkey ass n---- in real 
life?” and, “Like imagine having no talent and 
making barely 30k a year talking about talented 
n----- all day and thinking u the shit for it.” And 
while music critics (Pitchfork) can be admitted- 
ly exasperating, there is still a need for them. 


Restricting the 
rights of people to 
criticize art almost 
defeats the point 
of art itself. 


27 


Peggy’s most recent rant about critics was sparked 
by Pitchfork writer Alphonse Pierre’s review 
of Hobo Johnson’s album “The Fall of Hobo 
Johnson.” Pierre spent a majority of the arti- 
cle ripping the album and the artist to shreds, 
saying, “Hobo Johnson is the product of a sec- 


tion of a pop culture fandom whose life was 
changed by a Kid Cudi lyric, went to Warped 
Tour once, started shopping at Zumiez, and 
learned about love from 500 Days of Summer.” 


Now while many find this hilarious (and most- 
ly true), Peggy took exception to Pierre’s review, 
and he took to twitter to say “Read pforks hobo 
Johnson review this corny bitch Alfonso pEAR 
spent the whole review talking down on that 
man with middle school humor." On many lev- 
els, his reaction is understandable. Artists do 
put their blood sweat and tears into their work, 
regardless of how anyone thinks it sounds, and 
there are ways for reviewers to convey that certain 
music is not their cup of tea that don’t include 
insults to the artist or present a lack of respect. 
In fact, Peggy said in a later tweet that he meant 
just that: “My point was that some of u journalist 
are just mean spirited lames who project your in- 
securities into your reviews. And u have no respect 


for what artist have to go thru to get to that point.” 


However, while a good portion of Pierre’s review 
was probably somewhat uncalled for, Peggy’s 
seemingly unbridled hatred of music critics is also. 
Many feel that critics take away from people’s abil- 
ity to for their own opinions about art, and many 
feel that art is not something that can be concrete- 
ly ranked or graded. Those who feel that way are 
absolutely correct. But to also assert that people 
who attempt to do so are out of line by doing so, 
or that they shouldn’t even try to do so is incorrect 
and borderline dangerous. Restricting the rights of 
people to criticize art almost defeats the point of art 
itself. If art is truly subjective, then anyone should 
be allowed to say whatever they want about it. 
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The 18 Emotions 


Lover is driving down a sunlit highway along the 
beach with the windows down, or running through 
a golden meadow. It's moving on from toxic friend- 
ships, identifying one's own mistakes, acceptance, 
and falling in love all in one 18-track journey. 
And that's not even all of it. Taylor Swift's sev- 
enth studio album is a fresh start, a reflection, 
and a voice for change. Lover is a pop masterpiece. 


While Swift's previous two albums were both 
marked by extreme sonic change and 


nn. on Rn mn Taylor Swifts 7th 


pop album, while Reputation continued 


this sound and experimented with a stu di O album i S 


darker, electropop tone), Lover is dif- 


ferent. It definitely marks a change a fresh start, a 


in Swifts life and priorities. Howev- 


er, the sound channels an older Swift r efli e cti on 4 an d a a 


era within the walls of pop. The title 


track, “Lover,” takes you back to the H 
days of Red. It has a soft sound and voice for change. 


is less focused on pop beats. “The Ar- 

cher,” “Soon You’ll Get Better,” “Afterglow,” “It’s 
Nice To Have A Friend,” and, “Daylight” are also 
reminiscent of Swift’s past days. Nostalgia and new 
inspiration come together beautifully in this album. 


Throughout the years, Swift’s musical style has natu- 
rally evolved. However, the authenticity of her lyrics 
has always stayed the same. She is still just as raw and 
honest as ever. In “Soon You’ll Get Better,” which 
features the Dixie Chicks, Swift reveals her personal 
struggles associated with her mother’s cancer battle. 
She is vulnerable and real. “The Archer” is also one 
of Swift’s most personal songs yet in which she gets 
candid about feelings of insecurity and loneliness. 


of Lover 
By Mary Connelly 


It is impossible to place Lover into one category. 
Feelings of love, happiness, sadness, and indiffer- 
ence come together into one incredibly thought- 
ful and rich creation. In “I Forgot That You Ex- 
isted,” Swift reflects on forgetting and moving 
on from a false friend who repeatedly hurt her. 
“Cruel Summer,” “I Think He Knows”, and 
“Paper Rings” are the most fun-sounding and 
sporadic-dance-inducing tracks on the album. 
Swift expresses feelings of happiness and desire. 
She dives into 
the giggly and 
joyful feelings 
of the begin- 
ning stage of 
a relationship. 
She sings about 
whirlwind, 
unpredictable 
romance that 
fosters enjoy- 
ment, as well 
as a more content love that brings her happi- 
ness. The diversity in emotions is what makes 
“Lover” a true, honest work of art and skill. 


Swift already experienced an extremely success- 
ful career before Lover. She didn’t need to pro- 
duce another masterpiece to prove her talent. 
What she did need was time to herself and time 
to reflect. Lover is Swift's most self-reflective and 
mature album. It took her from a place of ven- 
geance and anger and brought her to a place 
of love and letting go. Taylor Swift, Fearless, Speak 
Now, Red, 1989, and Reputation are all masterpiec- 
es on their own. Lover serves as the perfect fol- 
low-up to all of Swift's wonderful works of art. 
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playlist curated by the ordained trend em- 
bracers at Spotify lurked in my suggestions, thriv- 
ing offthe ambiguity inherent to modern tastemak- 
ing. Its title is the cryptic “Pollen”, and it parades 
itself as being “Genre-less. [with] Quality first al- 
ways.” In one breath, it seems like a fairly redun- 
dant statement. No matter what sort of music you 
are looking for, it ought to match your definition 
of quality. Yet its elusive mission statement em- 
bodies the freedom afforded by an impulse-driven 
online climate. A majority of streaming platforms 
offer more interactive avenues for music discov- 
ery, allowing the margins of genre to warp into 
each other until any professed differences blur. 


Outside the context of modern consumption, there 
are few connections you could draw between the 
sonic qualities of Danny Brown and Tame Impa- 


death 


By Zachary Kauz 


la, yet here they are in consecutive spots on the 


purported “genre-less” playlist. A playlist with a 
contemporary ethos is likely to organize itself like 
a music festival rather than a radio station. For 
that matter, a collaboration between Tame Im- 
pala and Danny Brown would hardly read as a 
surprise to those who have witnessed their sty- 
listic trajectories. Brown’s presence on the more 
wince-inducing playlist titled “Internet People” 
could refer to his adjacence with various inter- 
net-bred rap scenes, or the fact that he uses his 
Twitter to vouch for indie rock artists regularly. 


The adherence to one genre has lost its necessity 
even across an artist’s album. There have always 
been artists existing at the cross-section of various 
genres (Beck, Janet Jackson, and Bjork to name 
three), but variety provides distinct leverage in 
the present moment. To what degree is Tyler, The 
Creator indebted to psychedelic music, or FKA 


genre 


Photo By Faith Franzonia 


Twigs to electronic dance culture. The answer has 


no concrete limit and that is what makes modern 
listening so exciting and confounding. My contin- 


ued attachment to the indie music sphere largely "The con ce pt of 


stems from the experiments of King Krule, Alex 


G, and Dean Blunt, artists who are proudly om- gen re has become 
nivorous, contorting genre confines at their will. 

textural, apparel for 
The concept of genre has become textural, apparel B pi a 
for an artistic vision rather than its framework. a n a rt | sti C Vi S l O n 


Tyler the Creator’s Igor, cited as one of the year’s 


most acclaimed and financially successful rap al- rat her tha n it S 


bums, is not even considered a rap album by its 
central artist. And Tyler’s work makes a shrewd framework. " 
argument, darting from soul music to psychedelic 
pop, with hip-hop merely treated as one of many 
cadences. It is a stylistic patchwork informed by lis- 


tening habits as much as it is compositional ones. with breaking down genre barriers, but any found 
A playlist of admired genre tropes cohering un- on proclaimed “genre-less” playlists have initiated 
der one vision. No one artist can be fully credited a new standard, that of mass audience curiosity. 
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R... Aurora is a 25 year old R&B sing- 


er and songwriter from Brooklyn using music as 
a healing and uniting force. Raveena has grap- 
pled with her Indian-American identity, but uses 
her music to gently tie together her two cultures. 
She brings American R&B to the stage while also 
adding her own Indian flare. After recently com- 
pleting her North American Lucid Tour, Ravee- 
na has since gone back to the recording studio, 
leaving her fans eager for more. While tours can 
sometimes get repetitive and routine for artists, 
Raveena seems to engage on a more personal level 
for each show. Raveena’s stage presence is delicate 
yet so full of power; a woman of refreshing can- 
dor who remains vulnerable and gentle after hav- 
ing experienced the unimaginable in her youth. 


The set for the Lucid tour was quaint and earth- 
ly; two fabric flowers placed on either side of the 
stage alongside a green fuzzy rug that mimicked 
the cozy feeling of grass. To begin the show, Ravee- 
na's band made their way onto the stage and soon 
after, a soft and gentle voice echoed through Wil- 
liamsburg Music Hall. Raveena could be heard 
but not seen and had the crowd waiting in antic- 
ipation as she slowly emerged from a door to the 
right of the stage. Casually taking off her shoes 
and making the stage into her own safe space. 


Oftentimes, the concept of space is not present 
at a concert. However, Raveena's show felt dif- 
ferent, she made it clear she wanted to create 
a space where the audience could feel seen and 
whole. Raveena sold out the Music Hall of Wil- 
liamsburg that night, but the venue felt far from 
crowded and claustrophobic. Midway through her 
set Raveena stopped the show and made her way 
to the mic stand, “I want to do a minute med- 
itation with you all,' Raveena explained to the 
700 people at the Williamsburg Music Hall, “I 
want it to be completely silent.” Although we 
all doubted the chances of this happening, the 
crowd slowly softened into silence, and Ravee- 
na began to lead her meditation. It was almost 
as if Raveena had been serenading each person 
in that venue personally, eyes closed and breaths 


grew deeper, making it clear that each person 
in the room felt at peace in some way. Ravee- 
na seemed to reach a level of intimacy that was 
uncommon at most shows I had been to before. 


Oftentimes, the concept of 
space is not present at a con- 
cert. However, Raveena's 
show felt different, she made 
it clear she wanted to create 
a space where the audience 


could feel seen and whole. 


The crowd was one of the most diverse audiences 
I have had the pleasure of being a part of-- people 
of all ethnicities, ages and sexualities. The Brook- 
lyn show was uniquely special for Raveena since 
it was her hometown show, so many of her family 
members were also a part of the audience. Still, 
Raveena remained genuine and honest. Raveena 
opened up about her experiences with trauma be- 
fore singing Salt Water, and also about her queer 
identity prior to singing Temptation. Temptation, a 
song released in 2018, is a single about her bisex- 
uality and lust for another woman. With dreamy 
eyes and an angelic smile, Raveena gently ex- 
plained: “this song is about how beautiful women 
are,” and then proceeded with the performance. 
As a brown woman myself, it felt refreshing to 
see another woman of color share her story and 
identity so honestly in front of an audience as well 
as her family. She unassumingly oozes serenity 
at her shows. Raveena's other songs were mostly 
from her most recent album, Lucid, with a cou- 
ple of older songs and a cover of Gwen Stefani's 
song Cool. Raveena's voice is the alluring type-- 
the type that could capture every single person 
in the most diverse crowd. Given what Raveena 
has accomplished thus far as a South Asian art- 
ist in an American mainstream industry, there's 
no doubt that Raveena will continue to flourish. 
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The End of the 


By Aneree Rathod 


2017 was a condition; 


During which I was prematurely tired, discon- 


Between January and June, 
| worked extensively with 
the New Jersey Symphony, 
friendless and faintly aware 
that a career as a concert 
musician was no longer 


nected and nearing the end of high school. Grow- 
ing concurrently was the recent flare of an auto- 
immune disorder, that caused the skin on my left 
palm and the edges of my feet to divide uncontrol- 
lably. At that stage, to play an instrument was to 
invite chafing and subcutaneous pustules, not to 
mention the I’d-rather-shit-myself beginnings of a 
depressive episode. Nevertheless, between January 
and June, I worked extensively with the New Jer- 


sey Symphony, friendless and faintly aware that a 
career as a concert musician was no longer possi- 
ble. I had one last event to come to terms with be- 
fore I took a permanent step back- the New Jersey 
Symphony’s international tour: Vienna, Austria. 


I came to the city expecting resolution. After a 
year of floating through my responsibilities and 
working to stabilize my personal life, I bought 
into the myth that a change of scenery could flesh 
out a self confined to visualization. During my 
first week, the orchestra attended a university 
workshop with Saul Zaks, an Argentinean con- 
ductor. Mr. Zaks knew very little English and 
most of his refinements were delivered in the 
form of onomatopoeia and gesture. We were taken 
by his childlike enthusiasm and responded with a 
mirrored heart. By the end of the session I found 
myself face to face with an elderly man in tears, 
who, in broken English, lauded the passion and 


possible. 


perspective that comes with performing standard 
concert-fare for the first time. Saul then spoke of 
something which struck me as much less of an 
ego-booster: our ability to collapse a story within 
a single moment. To hold a story in a single moment. 
These were the words I carried when I woke up at 
dawn the next morning to rehearse, the sun a cre- 
scendo within Beethoven’s Coriolan Overture. And 
these were the words I carried as I moved through 
times so replete and demanding that they managed 
to achieve the dream-like quality of old memories. 


The last installment that I wish to share took place 
Monday night at the Musikverein Wien. That 
night, we performed Nikolai Rimsky-Korsakoff's 
Scheherazade, a piece that tapped the emotional, 


mental, and physical faculties within us. About 
halfway through, I realized that I knew each 
member of the orchestra, not only through their 
names and stories, but also by their entrances and 
the cues they gave through body movements. I was 
surrounded by people who cared so deeply about 
their craft, that in discipline alone could rouse 
an audience of 1400 to their feet, shouting over 
our tears for yet another encore. These were the 
people that gave character to my music, and who 
brought this experience back home to New Jersey. 
The tears I shed at the Musikverein are the best 
indicators of what I have found to be most import- 
ant, which is that feeling. The filter drops down. 
Something big lodges in the rib vaults of the hall. 


The feeling feels like it’s always been there 
and will always be there, and then you forget. 


Today, all is quiet; it’s funny what you don’t recall. 
A sound that overtly screamed this is the literal f—end 
of your career as a concert violinist is suddenly silent. An 
old instrument valued at more than a semester’s 
tuition sits in the apartment. I haven’t touched her 
for a year. Every now and then, when my health 
takes a sudden upturn, I end up reassessing that 
great loss. You are not what you hear. You are not what 
they hear. I think you’re still a musician. Amid the 
boredom, I have a sudden and serious urge to revisit 
Twinkle Twinkle Little Star, if only for a moment. 


Knives 


By Esra Abdulrahman 


Pretty much every hyperfixation started in this 
day and age is started by a YouTube video spiral, 
and that also goes for one I’ve had recently: knives. 
It's the culmination of too many Bon Appetit vid- 
eos, those home improvement channels, and the 
beautiful fate of auto-generated video recommen- 
dations. 1 think it started when 1 subscribed to 
the New York Times cooking email subscription. 
I’ve never made a recipe that I saved, but the rush 
in giving them a read over has the same ener- 
gy as buying new workout clothes or stationery: 
fake motivation. I watched a few videos for those 
recipes, and the algorithm did its thing. When 
YouTube started recommending the Bon Appetit 
Gourmet Makes series on my homepage, I had no 
choice but to fall deeply in love with Claire Saffitz 
and the rest of the BA cast. It makes sense that 
more cooking and kitchen utensil videos flooded 
my recommendations. I even enjoyed a brief binge 
of those knife restoration videos. The TLC put into 
polishing literal artifacts, the chemistry involved 
in cleaning, and the craftiness required to make 
new handles that support the shape of the blade 
were all supremely satisfying to observe. There’s 
really nothing like it. But even these videos didn’t 
prepare me for the recommendations I got next. 


Kiwami Japan’s videos lack the quirkiness of the 
restoration videos and the boisterous, colorful 
imprecision that carry the BA kitchen’s charm, 
which is not to say that his videos were any less 
chaotic. In his wordless tutorials, the faceless host 
skillfully measures materials, pours, mixes, and 
does whatever scientific hocus pocus he needs to 
arrive at his goal. The journey is always confus- 
ing, the result always stunning. The guy makes 
knives and random tools from scratch. Like, 


knives out of jello, milk, cardboard boxes... any- 
thing. And he doesn’t really explain anything. 
The comment sections of the video are rife with 
questions and confusion. The most popular com- 
ments are always announcing that it’s far past 
bedtime and they have no idea how the videos 
got recommended to them. It’s experimental mad- 
ness that always involves at least three high-grade 
whetstones and his treasured white ceramic cow 
vases. A small glass of milk turned into a knife 
that can slice through paper with complete ease? 
Needless to say, I become hooked. And if you are 
ever bored out of your mind from the offerings on 
your YouTube homepage, Kiwami Japan’s mad- 


ness gets_a_ glowing recommendation from me. 
N i. 
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What Hot Sauces are in 
My Fridge— And What To 


Pair Them With 
By Morgan Wurster 


To my fellow hot sauce lovers (present or future), 


Do you remember the first time you tried your favorite sauce? I distinctly remember where this love story began. 
I was seven or eight when my friend took it upon herself to rip my tongue out of my mouth while she screamed 
“TRY THIS. MY MOM MAKES ME EAT IT WHEN PM BAD” and then proceeded to waterfall Frank's Red 
Hot down my throat. Shout out to Maria for introducing me to one of my favorite hot sauces in the most aggres- 
sive and unsolicited way. 


If you are a spice fanatic like me, you know that any meal you indulge in will be doused with some type of hot 
sauce. However, if you are new to the hot sauce game, you will quickly learn that whichever sauce you choose 

to submerge your dinner with determines the fate of your meal. Hopefully this review gives you some insight 

into how you decide to pair your food because somehow...french fries taste significantly better dipped in a side of 
Frank's Red Hot compared to a pool of Tabasco. These five hot sauces are my refrigerator staples. I rarely go a day 
without using at least one of these because, God forbid, I eat a mild meal, and hopefully after trying these you 
will feel the same way. 


5. Tabasco— The Back-up 

The lowest on the totem pole because, truth be told, 
it is not my personal favorite dipping sauce but it still 
holds its own in the kitchen. In my humble opinion, 
this sauce lacks flavor and the little flavor it does have 
is well-- gasoline. BUT the sauce fiend in me uses it as 
a backup because I would rather have my french fries 
taste like lighter fluid than be DRY. It has a vinegary 
base which gives in a chemical burn and, lets just say, I 
would not advise lighting any matches in a 5 mile radi- 
us around this sauce. Not only is the sauce flammable, 
but the burn is fleeting, so what is the point? In hind- 
sight, we all want to leave our meal profusely sweating 
from the capsaicin (the chemical in peppers that makes 
you sweat) overload. Since it is known for packing more 


heat than flavor, Tabasco is a more suitable addition 
to meals such as; crab bisque, stews, meatloaf, and any 
other meal you want to infuse with that after-burn. 


4. Sriracha 

Another refrigerator staple—Sriracha which was practically 
made for ramen noodles. Other types tend to get ~ lost in 
the sauce ~ but Sriracha’s ketchup-like texture allows it to 
harmonize with the broth. Sriracha works well with Asian 
cuisine, though it was created to pair with seafood. Others 
enjoy this sauce on their eggs (I have a strong opinion about 
eggs...one we do not have time to discuss in this article). 


3. The Classic Frank’s Red Hot 

This classic condiment is towards the top of our leader- 
board due to its compatibility with almost any savory 
meal. Frank's Red Hot has a slightly spicy kick to it with 
a liquidy consistency because of its vinegar base. With the 
perfect combination of heat and flavor this sauce makes 
a signature addition to chicken, pizza, french fries, chili, 
popcorn, pulled pork, and many more American staples. 
Add it to almost any creamy dressing to create a tangy 
spin on your favorite sandwich or salad. Some of my 
personal favorites include blue cheese, mayo (aka chipo- 
tle mayo-- the blessing all of our paninis needed), and 
ranch. You will be begging your mom to put this on your 
tongue when you're bad. (refer to first paragraph anecdote) 


2. “The Green Sauce” A.K.A. Green Pepper Hot Sauce 
(Verde Sauce) 

I cannot rave about this sauce enough. The Verde Sauce does 
not belong on your shelf or in your fridge, it should be in 
your pocket at all times, just in case you stop at a Chipotle or 
Pancheros. Your burrito, quesadilla, or taco is not complete 
without the Green Sauce saturating the fixings with every 
bite. A verde sauce with a mild heat at first but when the 
after taste hits, you will be reaching for your glass of milk. 


1. Hank sauce—Herb infused 

This is my personal favorite. When you try this sauce, fla- 
vor will punch you right in the throat. Guy Fieri surren- 
dered his presidency of Flavortown to this sauce. Arguably 
the most unique dip on this list, Hank Sauce is infused 
with aged peppers, basil, salt, and garlic. It is slightly more 
creamy than Franks Red Hot with a mild heat but also an 
extremely pungent flavor all at the same time. This sauce is 
best on seafood, burgers (especially turkey burgers), pulled 
pork, chicken and tuna salad. Whether your a heat lover or 
hater, Hank Sauce should always have a spot in your pantry. 


17.02. (1 1b. 4 oz.) (48 
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By Adam Yawdoszyn 
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The Original 


Well reader, you made it, despite my directions. The 
Simpsons season 7 episode 21 has managed to cap- 
ture the collective attention of the internet for all of 
the right reasons. The skit has got to be one of the 
best of the show’s existence, with every bit from “iso- 
metric exercise” to “no Mother, it’s just the North- 
ern Lights” being delightfully devilish. As brilliant 
as the memes may be, don’t forget that there’s a rea- 
son everyone is so fixated on this clip in particular. 


There's a Different Animator 
Every 13 Seconds 

The most notable of Steamed Hams' adaptations is 
certainly deserving of its status. From the first an- 
imation hand off, it’s clear that the video will be a 
smashing success, and it only improves from there. 
The animation is interesting, creative, and gener- 
ates a bounty of additional jokes, making for a video 
that's kept its charm for over a year and a half. 


Steamed Hams Inc. 

One of the most impressive of the well known adap- 
tations, Steamed Hams Inc. hits that perfect sweet 
spot between incredible stupidity and genuine qual- 
ity. The song manages to follow the entire skit from 
start to finish (with ample use of pitch and tem- 
po shifting), and accents the Gorillaz instrumental 
with a bevy of samples from the episode. The result 
is shockingly catchy, and I’ve found myself get- 
ting it stuck in my head an embarrassing amount. 
Plus, the rap verse is a must-hear experience. 


But it's on VHS and When 
Someone Say “Steam” or “Ham” 
it Suffers from Generation Loss 
Steamed Hams but it’s noise music? Sign me up. This 
video is what vaporwave should have evolved into. 


But Chalmers is Obsessively 
Investigative 

Much of the humor in the original is situated 
around Chalmers’ gullibility. When you remove that 
aspect entirely, you lose a lot of that humor. What 
is gained, however, is some of the best Steamed 
Hams alteration out there. It’s edited so well that 
it looks like it could’ve been the original itself. 


But Skinner Never Lies to 
Chalmers 

The exact opposite of the above video. The pinned 
comment says, “Your audio splicing is so bad I 
suspect you are a government contractor. Terrible. 
Oh, and not very funny at all. In fact it sucked. 
Please return the two minutes and six seconds 
of life you stole from me.” It tells no lies, most 
of this bit is truly terrible. But it has the best 
payoff in the entire Steamed Hams pantheon. 


But Every Word is a 

Google Image 

My best friend responded to this video with “This 
Google Images one is a lot to watch.” He is en- 
tirely correct. It’s spectacular. I think many of us 
have gotten so good at using the internet that we’ve 
forgotten how profoundly stupid it is. This video 
reminds you of that fact, and does so triumphantly. 


But Chalmers is Everywhere 

The description of this video is “The superinten- 
dent is infinite and omnipresent.” It is not pos- 
sible for me to give it a better endorsement than 
that. Just trust me when I tell you to watch it. 


But The Genre Changes Every 
Time Seymour Tells a Lie 

I was going to talk about how amazing this is, how 
truly funny, awesome, and brilliant each of the genre 
depictions is, but I can’t stop laughing at the delivery 
of the firstjoke. Overdubbing has never been so funny. 


But Their Voices are Swapped 
and the Story Becomes Very Dif- 
ferent 

And the story becomes veryyy different. 


But I Can’t... - Part 1 


Apparently the man who wrote the actual script 
thinks that this is very good. I am inclined to agree. 


But Performed in the Style of 
Six Animal Collective Albums/ 
Eras 

He practically opens the video by hocketting and 
that isn’t even close to the best thing. The album 
adaptations are so good that I often forget I’m lis- 
tening to Steamed Hams and not a real song. Top- 
ping it all is the transcendent Sung Tongs portion 
nailing everything that makes Animal Collec- 
tive’s version of freak folk as beloved as it is. This 
is truly a video with a special place in my heart. 
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poetry 


Untitl 
Kris ik 


I dreamt 

I lasso’d 

the long run 
& For once, 
it gave way 


The big picture 

yet materialized 
The-slow-burn-slash-resultant-fry 
was 

in an instant 


Gratified 


Velve 
Minal 


The waves that crash with each other 
Remind me of crowded places 

With little space in between 

No exception but to clash 


The rocks that come ashore 

Making dents in the sand 

Remind me of couches with their buttons 
stitched on 


The sun that sets on the beach 

A speck of orange 

Going down to bring cold winds 

Reminds me of how the day has come to an 
end 


Yet from where I stand 
All I see is life 

Full and robust 

On this velvety sand 


ss Was a Straight Line 
ary Kauz 


I came face-to-face with Earth's center 
Lead by the arch of powerlines 


In mirrored orbit 


Towers formed connections 
In militant stance 


Fields arranged a palindrome 


Towns bookended the vacant space 
Margins did not interact 
Vision traced the foreseeable distance 


Each step nudged the destination 
Outward and unchanging 
Dimensions folded at its end 


An Acute Awareness of the 
Faith Franzonia 


How long was I asleep for? 

How long have we been driving? 

How long will the test take? 

How long had he been in the shower? 
How long did you cook the carrots for? 
How long have we been dating now? 


How long has it been? 
How much longer? 


collective 


write you 
ew Mariman 


i guess i could catalogue details like so many holy 
texts worn and yellow from centuries of reverent 
disuse i could store you in a dry room with a 
skylight 

flip through your rustling pages and linger on my 


favorite phrases 
an 


P 
eyes as inevitable as bright black holes ee 


cries like a carbonated lid cracked open en . 
The ocean is like my feelings, 


Wet 


i hope it’s not sacreligious to say i’d catalogue , 
Tumultuous waves tickle my feet and make 


you more completely than anybody else 
my feet 


Wet 
Like the ocean is wet 


i’d write an organized encyclopedia a remarkably 
thorough silhouette outlined by details 

but if i strip them away those details you wear like i ji 
My feelings feel wet because I am crying 
turtlenecks 

i'm left with your imprint 

your small frame and your soft voice 


y 
an Eo 


his father raised a son / my father raised a daughter / 
his father raised boiling water / my father raised steam that cant be held down / his father raised 
a strike of lightning that keeps on missing / my father raised a lighthouse that guides the missing 
home / his father raised seeds in a rock bed / my father raised a root in a cliffside that never lets 
go / his father raised a runner / my father raised a medalist with splinters in her feet / his father 
raised an empty glass / my father raised my spirits / his father raised shattered porcelain / my 
father raised kintsugi / his father raised an oak tree that the hurricane swallowed / my father 
raised the grass that grew where the oak tree fell / his father raised a machine gun with blank 
bullets / my father raised a bullet journal with no blank pages / his father raised a yellow light ... 
my father raised a DO NOT ENTER SIGN / his father raised a sinking anchor / my father raised 
the tides of change / his father raised table with no seats left for women / my father raised an 
empty chair that I never sit in because 
I'm too busy 
standing up 
for my 
self. 
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What people are saying 
about The Rutgers Review: 


"A fabulous resource." 

"An instant classic. You'll laugh, cry, and cheer!” 
"Really hip!" 

"Best on-campus magazine by far!" 


"Leave this on your coffee table and people will think 
youre super intellectual." 


"Cant leave home without it." 
"Never disappoints." 
"Couldnt put it down!" 
"Breathtaking." 

"My grandma loves it." 


"Thank god it's free." 


P 
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